MR.   PERCY COLSON
He was not a happy man, my dull peer. What is it, by the
way, which makes so many people who have lived comparatively
blameless lives for over seventy-years, so depressed and dis-
appointed 2 Sidney Smith attributed it partly to our devastating
passion for doing something all the time, however futile. We
are not, he said, easily amused and interested in life itself What
would he have said to die idiotic films and the incessant noise
of the wireless with which people who have no mental resources
drug themselves ? Sidney Smith, however, knew where true
joys are to be found : he loved London and good conversation
and, above all, he loved good eating and drinking. " O,
my Lord, there is death in the pot/9 said some Biblical
character whose name I cannot recall to some prophet whose
identity also eludes me. But it is a slow death and a pleasant
one !
I, too, never tire of London. I love its kindly, good-natured
inhabitants, its theatres, restaurants, concerts ; Bond Street and
its art dealers, St. James's and its Clubs. How, I wonder, did the
Athenaeum get the reputation of being a gloomy mausoleum,
sacred to octogenarians and sleeping clergymen ? It is one of the
most friendly and pleasant places in London. And I love the
shops ; my long-suffering tailor, my cigarette shop, and Fortnum
& Mason who have been where they are for over two centuries.
What a blessing it is that the silly snobbish prejudice against
trade is at last dead ! I cannot for the life of me see why it should
be more elegant to sell people stocks and shares than to sell them
food and raiment,
To the imaginative man a shop like Fortnum's conjures up
a world of romance. It is a veritable cave of Aladdin. To feed
it, caravans have crossed the burning desert, bringing strange
merchandise: spices, fruits, ivories, precious stuffs, sweet
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